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| To the Right Honourable — 
STEPHEN POYNTZ, Efq; Sc. Gt. 
By the Hotiourable = ' 


Sir CnarLEs Haw. WrLL1ans, Kt. of the ho 


Senſere quid mens rite, quid indoles 


Nutrita fauſtis ſub N 5 
33 bes 


Dearina ſed vim prumower infitam, 
Rectigque cultas pectora roborant, 


Hor, Od, 4. Lb: 4. 


| I. 1 
HILST William's deeds aud Willlam's praiſe 
Each Engliſh breaſt with tranſport raiſe, 
Each Engliſh tongue employ 
Ky, Poyntz, if thy elated heart 
Aſſumes not a ſuperior part, 
A larger ſhare of joy? 

B II. But 


T2] 
| MW. 
But that thy country's high affairs 
Employ thy time, demand thy cares, 
You ſhou'd renew your flight; 
You only ſhou'd this theme purſue — 
Who can for William feel like you; 
Or ho like you can write? 
HI. 
Then to rehearſe the Hero's praiſe, 
To paint this ſunſhine of his days, 
The pleaſing taſk be mine 
To think on all thy cares o'erpaid, 
To view the Hero you have made, 
That pleaſing part be thine. 
IV. 


Who firſt ſhould watch, and who call forth 


This youthful Prince's various worth, 
You had the publick voice; 

Wiſely his royal Sire conſign'd 

To thee, the culture of his mind, 
And England bleſt the choice, 

V. 

Vou taught him to be early known 

By martial deeds of courage ſhewn : 
From this, near Mona's flood, 

By his victorious Father led, 

He fleſh'd his maiden ſword, he ſhed, 
And prov” th' illuſtrious blood. 


VI. 
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VI. 
of Virtue's various charms you taught, 
With happineſs and glory fraught, 
How her unſhaken pow'r 
Is independent of ſucceſs ; | 
That no defeat can make it leſs, 
No conqueſt make it more. 


VII. 


This, after Tournay's fatal day, 
Midſt ſorrow, cares, and dire diſmay, 
Brought calm, and ſure relief; 

He ſcrutiniz'd his noble heart, 
Found virtue had perform'd her part, 
And 8 ſlept the chief. 


VIII. 
From thee he early learnt to feel 
The Patriot's warmth for England's weal $ 
(True Valour's nobleſt ſpring) 
To vindicate.her Church diſtreſt; 
To fight for Liberty oppreſt; 
'Fo periſh for his. King, 
IX. 
Yet fay, if in thy fondeſt ſcope 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 
That bounteous heav'n, ſo ſoon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, 
Conſenting bend to ev'ry pray'r, 
And all chy wiſhes crown. 
B 2 
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We ſaw a wretch, with traitrons aid, 
Our King's and Charch's right invade > 
And thine, fair Liberty! 
We ſaw thy Hero fly to war, 


Beat down Rebellion, break her ſpear,. 
And ſet the necks free. 


XI. 
Culloden's field, my glorious theme, 
My rapture, viſion, and my dream, 
Gilds the young Hero's days: 
Yet can there be one Engliſh heart 
That does not give thee, Poyntz, thy part, 
And own thy fhare of praife ? | 
XII. 
Nor is thy fame to thee decreed | 
For life's ſhort date: when William's head, 
For victories to come, 
The frequent laurel ſhall receive: 
| Chaplets for thee our ſons ſhall weave, 
And hang em on thy tomb. 
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M A FE © 4 
A FavouRITE BULLFINCH, 1 


Addreſvd to Mr. ST——PE, to whom the Author 
had given the Reverſun of it when he let Dix ns- 
DEN. N 

L. 
R Y not my St———e, tis in vain 
To ſtop your tears, to hide your pain, 
Or check your hcneft rage; 

Give ſorrow and revenge their ſcope, 

My preſent joy, your future hope, 

Lies murder'd in his cage. 


[ 6]. 

3 II. | 
Matzel's no-more, ye graces, loves, 
Ye linnets, nightingales and doves, 

Attend th' untimely bier; 
Let ev*ry ſorrow be expreſt, 
Bent with your wings — mournful breaſt, 
And drop the nat'ral tear. 
3 III. 

In height of ſong, in beauty's pride, 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died— ' 
But vengeance ſhall have way: 

On pains and tortures I'll refine; 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine, 
| His nine will ill repay, 


IV. 


For thee, my bird, the ſacred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, ſhall j — 
In thy funereal verſe: 
My painful taſk ſhall be to write 
Th' eternal dirge which they indite, 
And hang it on thy hearſe. 
*. 


In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn. 
My bird, who never to return 
Is fled to happier ſhades, 
Where Leſbia ſhall for him prepare 
The place moſt charming, and moſt ſair 
Of all ti Elyſian glades. 


"2; "v4. —_ * . , > 
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' While each attendant's ſoul ſhall praiſe 4 
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VI. 


There ſhall thy notes in cypreſs grove 


Sooth wretched ghoſts that died for love; . 

There ſhall thy plaintive ſtrain | 
Lull impious Phædia's endleſs grief, 
To Procris yield ſome ſhort relief, 

And ſoften Dido?s pain. 

VII. 
Till Proferpine by chance ſhall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care, 
And love thee with my love ; 


The matcbleſs Matzel's tuneful lays, 
And all his ſongs approve. 


2 %%%%%„% „ „6 gan 


2 of . % . . 


222 ꝶ9—6—m— 222 


: — on ern , —＋rO—— 3 — — — 
4 N y 7 


* 


MARTIALIS EPIGRAMMA. 


Lib, 6. Ep. 24 Imitated, 
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5 — — 
EA eee ˙· 0 


O ME, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 

For ſweeter ſure never girl gave: 
But why in the midft of my bliſſes 

Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 
Pm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 

Then pr'ythee my charmer be kind, 
For whilſt I love thee above meaſure, 

To numbers Pl! ne'er be confin'd. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the that rich Sicily yields ; 


[9] 


o number the ſtars in the heaven, 
Count how many ſands on the ſhore, 

1 ſo many kiſſes you've given 

I ſtill ſhall be craving for more. 

To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
Vith my arms P11 for ever infold thee, 
And twiſt round thy limbs like a vine. 
hat joy can be greater than this is ? 

My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; | 
But the wretch that can number his kiſſes 
With few will be ever content. 
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Miſs HARRIET HAN BURY 
At fix Years old. 


I. 
H Y ſhou'd I thus employ my time, 
To paint thoſe cheeks of roſy hue ? 
Why ſhou'd I fearch my brains for rhyme, 
To ſing thoſe eyes of gloſſy blue ? 


II. 
The pow'r as yet is all in vain, 
Thy num'rous charms, and various graces: 


They only ſerve to baniſh pain, 
And light up joy in parents faces, 


t: 
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III. | 
Bat ſoon thoſe eyes their ſtrength ſhall feel: 
Thoſe charms their pow'rful ſway ſhall nd. 
Youth ſhall in crowds before you kneel, 
And own your empire o'er mankind. 
IV. 
Then when on Beauty's throne you ſit, - 
And thouſands court your wiſh'd-for arms: 
My muſe ſhall ſtreteh her utmoſt wit, 
To ſing the victories of your charms, 
V. 
Charms that in time ſhall ne'er be loſt, 
At leaſt while verſe like mine endures: 


And future Hanburys ſhall boaſt, 
Of verſe like mine, of charms like yours. 


VI. 


A little vain we both may be, 
Since ſcarce another houſe can ſhew, 

A poet, that can ſing like me; 

A beauty, that can charm like you. 


UPON 


Miſs HARRIET Hanzusy, 
Addreſs d to the Rev. Mr. Bikr. 


I. 
E A R doctor of St. Mary's, 
In the- hundred of Bergavenny, 
I've ſeen ſuch a laſs, 
With a ſhape and a face, 
As never was match'd by any. 


II. 


Such wit, ſuch bloom, and ſuch beauty, 
Has this girl of Ponty Pool, Sir, 

With eyes that wou'd make 

The tougheſt heart ach, 
And the wiſeſt man a fool, Sir, 


Pi3) 
J III. 
At our fair t other day ſhe appear'd, Sir., 
And the Welehmen all e and view her z N 
And all of them ſaid, _ 
She was fit to have been a 


A wife for Owen Tudor, 


They wou'd ne'er have been tir'd with gazing, 
And ſo much her charms did pleaſe, Sir, 


That all of them ſtaid, 
Till their ale grew dead, 
And cold was their toaſted cheeſe, Sir, 
* 


How happy the lord of the manor, 
That ſhall be of her poſſeſt, Sir; 
For all muſt agree, 
Who my iarriet ſhall ſee, 
She's a Harriet of the beſt, Sir, 
VI, 
Then pray make a ballad about her; 
We know you have wit if you'd ſhew it, 
Then don't be aſham'd, 
You can never be blam'd, 
For a prophet 1s often a poet. 
VII. 
But why don't you make one yourſelf then ? 
I ſuppoſe I by you ſhall be told, Sir: 
This beautiful piece, 
Alas, is my miece ; 


And beſides ſhe's but five years old, Sir, VIII. 


| 


[ 14J 
. 
But tho, my dear friend, ſhe's no older, 
In her face it may plainly be ſeen, Sir; 
That this angel at five, 
Will, if ſhe's alive; 
Be a goddeſs at fifteen, Sir. 
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Mr. GaxNIER and Mr. PE ARcx of BaTn, 
A grateful O D E, 


In return for the extraordinary Kindneſs and Humanity : 
they ſpeed io me and my elaeft r now Lady 


Ess Ex, 1753. * 


* H A T glorious verſe from love has ſprung ? 
How well has indignation ſung ? | | 
And can the gentle muſe, 
Whilſt in her once belov'd abode 
I ſtray, and ſuppliant kneel, an ode 
To gratitude refuſe. 
II. | 
Garnier, my friend, accept this verſe, x 
And thou receive, well natur'd Pearce, 
All I can give of fame. 
Let others, other ſubjeQs ſing, 
Some murd'rous chief, ſome tyrant king, 
Humanity's my theme. 


III. 


[16] 
III. 
Whilſt arts like yours, employ'd by you, 
Make verſe in ſuch a theme your due, 
To whom indulgent heav'n 
Its fav'rite pow'r of doing good, 
By you fo rightly underſtood, 
Judiciouſly has giv'n. 
IV. 
Behold, obedient to your pow'r, 
Conſuming fevers rage no more, 
Nor chilling agues freeze; 
The cripple dances void of pain, 
The deaf in raptures hear apain, 
The blind tranſported ſees. 
V 
Health at your call extends her wing, 
Each healing plant, each friendly ſpring, 
Its various pow'r diſcloſes, | 
O'er death's aproaches you prevail, 
See Chloe's cheek, of late ſo pale, 
Blooms with returning roſes. 


VI. 
Theſe gifts, my friends, which ſhine in you; 
Are rare, yet to ſome choſen few 
Heav'n has the ſame aſſign'd, 
Health waits on Mead's preſcription ſtill, 
And Hawkins“ hand, and Ranby's ſkill, 
Are bleſſings to mankind. | 


{17 1 
VII. 
But hearts like yours are rare indeed, 
Which for, another's wounds can bleed, 
Another's grief can feel; 
The lover's fear, the parent's groan, 
Your nature's catch, and make your owr , 
And ſhare the pains you heal. 
VIII. 
But why to them, Hygeia, why 
Doſt thou thy cordial drop deny 
Who but for others live; 
Oh, goddeſs, hear my pray'r, and grant 
That theſe that health may never want, 
Which they to others give. 
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COUNTRY GIRL; 
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H E country girl that's well inclin'd 
To love, when the young ſquire grows kind, 
Doubts between joy and ruin; 
Now will, and now will not comply, 
To raptures now her pulſe beats high, 
And now ſhe fear; undoing. 


But when the lover with his pray'rs, 

His oaths, his ſighs, his vows and tears, 
Holds out the profer'd treaſure ; 

She quite forgets her fear and ſhame, 

And quits her virtue, and good-name, 

| For profit mixt with pleaſure. 


- 


, 


1191 N 
So virtuous P——, who had long 
By ſpecch, by pamphlet,” and by ſong, 
Held Patriotiſm's ſteerage, 
Yields to ambition mixt with gain, 
A treaſury gets for H=——y V——e, 
And for himſelf a peerage. 


Tho? with joint lives and debts before, 

H——y's eſtate was covered ober, 
This Iriſh place repairs it; 

Unleſs that ſtory ſhould be true, 

That he receives but half his due, 
And the new e ſs ſhares it. 


"Tis ſaid, beſides, that t'other H 


Pays half the fees of ſecretary 
To B——'s ennobled doxy ; 


If ſo—good uſe of pow'r ſhe makes, 
The treaſury of each kingdom takes, 
And holds them both by proxy. ; 


Whilſt her dear L—4 obeys his ſummons, 
And leaves the noiſy H—-e of C 
Amongſt the L—s to nod ; | 
Where, if he's better than of old. 14 
His hands perhaps a ſtick may hold, 
But never more a rod. 
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Unheard of, let him lumber there, 
As innocent as any p - r, 
As prompt for any job? ' 
For now he's popular no more, 
Has loſt the power he had before, 
And his beſt friends, the Mob. 


Their fav'rites ſhou'dn'c ſoar ſo high, 
They fail him when too near the ſky, 
Like Icarus's wings; 
And popularity is ſuch, 
As Rill is ruin d by the touch 
Of gracious giving kings. 


Here then, O B-—h! thy empire ends, 


A le ſhall with his tory friends 
Soon better days reſtore ; 
For Enoch's fate and thine are one, 


Like him tranſſated thou art gone 
Ne'er to be heard of more. 


To a great nonber of GREAT Mex, neuly 
made. | 


Jam nova Progenies, 


EE, a new progeny deſcends 
From heav'n, of Britain's trueſt friends. 


Oh muſe attend my call! | 
To one of theſe direct thy flight, 
Or, to be ſure that we are right, 

Direct it to them all. 


O Clio! thefe are golden times 
I ſhall get money for my rhymes, ' 
And thou no more ſo tatter*d; 
Make haſte then, lead the way, begin, 
For here are people juſt come in 

Who never yet were flatter'd. 


: [ 22]. 
But firſt to Cr t fain you'd ſing ; 
Indeed he's neareſt to the K——, 
vet careleſs how you uſe him: 
Give him, I beg, no labour'd lays ; 
He will not promiſe, if you praiſe, 
And /augh if you abuſe him. 


Then (but there's a vaſt ſpace betwixt) 
'The new made E. of B—h comes next, 
Stiff in his popular pride: 
His ſtep, his gait, deſcribe the man; 
They paint him better than I can, 
| Waddling from fide to ſide. 


Each hour a different face he wears, 
Now in a fury, now in tears, | 
Now laughing, now in ſorrow ; 
Now he'll command, and now obey, 
Bellows for liberty to-day, 
And roars-for pow'r to-morrow. 


At noon the tories had him tight, 
With ſtauncheſt Whigs he ſupp'd at night, 
Each party try'd to've won him; 
But he himſelf did fo divide, 
Shuffled and cut from fide to fide, 
T hat now both parties ſhun him. 


i 


[23] 
See yon old, dull, important lord, 
Who at the long*d-for money-board 
Sits firſt, but does not lead: 
His younger brethern all things maks; 
So that the T y's like a ſnake, 
And the tail moves the head. . 


Why did ye croſs God's good intent ? 

He made you for a pr—fi—-t ; 
Back to that ſtation go: 

No longer a& this farce of power, 

We know you miſs'd the thing before, 
And have not got it now, | 


See valiant Cm, valorous S—r, 
Britain's two thunderbolts of war, 
Now ſtrike my raviſh'deye : 
But, oh! their ſtrength and ſpirits flown, | 
They, like their conquering ſwords, are your 
Ruſty with lying by. 


Dear Pat, I'm glad you've got a place, 


And ſince things thus have clang'd their face _ 


You'!l give oppoſing o'er : 

*Tis comfortable to be in, | 

And think what a damn'd while 7 been, 
Like Peter, at ems 


T24] 
See who comes next! kiſs thy hands, 
But not in flattery, S——1$-s; 

For fince you are in power, 
'That gives you knowledge, judgment, parts, 
The courtier's wiles, the ſtateſman's Arts, 

Of which you'd none befgre. 


When great impending dangers ſhook 

Its ſtate, old Rome Dictators took 
Judiciouſly from plough : 

So they (but at a pinch thou knoweſt) 

To make the higheſt of the loweſt, 
The exchequer gave to you. 


When in your hands the ſeals you found, 

Did it not make your brains go round ? 
Did it not turn your head? 

F fancy (but you hate a joke) 

You felt as Nell did when ſhe woke 


In lady Loverule's bed- 


See H—e V—e in pomp appear, 

And fince he's made Y—e T——r, 
Grown taller by ſome inches : 

See T · . follow C———ts call; 

See Hanoverian G —<— r, and all 
The black funeral . 


C25] 
And ſee with that important face 
Beranger's clerk to take his place,” 

Into the t———y come; | 
With pride and meanneſs act thy part, 
Thou look'ſt the very thing thou art, 

Thou Bourgeois Gentilhomme. 


Oh my poor country! is this all 

You've gain'd by the long-labour'd fall 
Of Wa—— le and his tools? 

He wag a knave indeed — what then? 

He'd parts —but this new ſet of men 
A'n't only knaves, but fools, 


More changes, better times this iſle 
Demands ; oh! Cheſterfield, Argyle, 
To bleeding Britain bring em: 
Unite all hearts, appeaſe each ftorm, 
*Tis yours ſach actions to perform,. 
My pride ſhall be to ſing em. 


Þ 


Humbly inſcribed to the Right Honour- 
f able W E. — of — 


Negue enim lex juſtior ulla, 
uam necis artifices arte perire ſua. 


Parcius jundtas guatiunt fenefiras 

1ibus crebris jucvenes protervi : 

Nec tibi fomnos adimunt : amatgne 
Janua limen. 


Sc. Cc. Cc. Hor. Lib. 1. Od, xxv. 


REAT E —— of B—, your reizn is o'er ; 
The Tories truſt your word no more, 
The whigs no longer fear ye; 
Your gates are ſeldom now unbarr'd, 
No Crowds of coaches fill your yard, 
And ſcarce a ſoul comes near ye. 


[27] 
Few now aſpire at your good graces, - 
Scarce any ſue to you for places, 
Or come with their petition, 
To tell how well they have deſerv'd, 
How long, how ſteadily they ftarv'd, 
For you in oppoſition. | 


Expect to ſee that tribe no more, 
Since all mankind perceive that pow'r 
Is lodg*d in other hands: | 

Sooner to C—t—t now they'll go, 
Or ev'n (though that's exceſſive low) 
To W Im—n and S———;s, 


With your obedient wife retire, 
And fitting ſilent by the fire, 


A ſullen tete à tete, 
Think over all you've done or ſaid, 


And curſe the hour that you were made 
Unprofitably great. 


With Vapours there, and ſpleen o'ercaſt, 

Refle& on all your actions paſt; ' 3 
With ſorrow and contrition ; 

And there enjoy the thoughts that riſe 

From diſappointed avarice, 
From fruſtrated ambition. 

E 2 
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| 
Tees) 
"There ſoon you'll loudly, but in vain, 
Of your deſerting friends complain, 
That viſit you no more; 
But in this country tis a trath, 
As known as that love follows youth, 
That friendſhip follows pow'r, 


Such is the calm of your retreat 

You through the dregs of life muſt ſweat 
Beneath this heavy load ; | 

And I'Il attend yon, as I've done, 

Only to help reflection on, 
Wich now and then an de. 


Sede 
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Duem virum, aut heroa, Mer ae 4 


Tibia ſumes celebrare, Clio? 5 | "I 
Duem deum ? c. For. Lib. I. Ode xn. 2 


H AT ſtateſman, what hero, what king, 
Whoſe name through the Ifland is ſpreads 
Will you chuſe, O my Clio, to fing, 
Of all the great living or dead? 


Go, my muſe, from this place to Japan 
In ſearch of a topic for rhyme : 
The great E— of B—h is the man, 
Who deſerves to employ your whole time. TY 


L 30 


But, howe'er, as the ſubject is nice, 

And perhaps you're unfurniſh'd with matter; 
May it pleaſe you to take my advice, 

That you may'nt be ſuſpected to flatter. | 


When you touch on his 1 p's high birth, 
Speak Latin, as if you were tipſy : 

Say, we all are the ſons of the earth, 
Et genus non fecimus ipfi. 


Proclaim him as rich as a Jew ; 
Vet attempt not to reckon his bounties. 
You may ſay, he is married; that's true: 
Yet ſpeak not a word of his c—— ſs. 


Leave a blank here and there in each page, 
To enrol the fair deeds of his youth! 
When you mention the acts of his age, 
Leave a blank for his honour and truth ! 


Say, he made a great m——h change hands: 
le ſpake——and the miniſter fell. 

Say, he made a great ſtateſman of S—ds 
(Oh that he had taught him to ſpell !) 


'Then enlarge on his cunning and wit : 

Say, how he harangu'd at the Fountazs : 
Say, how the old patriots were bit, 

And à mouſe was produc'd by a mountain. 


Then 


[ 3» ] 


Then ſay, how he mark'd the new year, 
Buy encreaſing our taxes, and flocks ; 
Then ſay, how he chang'd to a p=r, 
Fit compamons for E be and F—x. 
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Nuit multa gracilis te puer in roſa 
Perfu us liquidis urget odorit us 
Grato, Þyrrha, Jub antro ? 
Hor, Od. 5. Lib. 2. 


HAT (good L—d B—) prim patriot now, 
\ With courtly graces woes thee ? 
And from St. Stephen's c | to 


The H——of L—ds purſues thee ? 


Fow gay and debonnair you're grown! 
How pleas'd with what is paſt ! 

Your title has your judgment ſhewn, 
And choice of friends your taſte. 


1 337 


With ſparkling wits. to entertain 
Yourſelf and your good 8, 

You've hit on ſweet-lip'd - 
And high-bred H—y F———ſ. : 


But to direct the affairs of ſtate, . 
What geniuſes you've taken 1 
Their talents, like their virtues, great! 


Or all the world's miſtaken. 


The taſk was ſomething hard, tis true, 
Which you had on your hands, 
So, to pleaſe P and people too, 
You wiſely pitch'd on 8s -. 


O Britain ! never any thing 
Could fo exactly hit yous _ 

His mien and manners charm'd the K—, 
His parts amaz'd the city. 


But to make all things of a piece, 160 
And end as you begun; | 

To find a genius ſuch as his, 

What was there to be done ? 
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O where where were they to be found? 
Such ſtars but rare appear! 


Dart not their rays on every ground, 
Gild ev'ry hen Nth. | 


But 


, 
1341 

But you with aſtronomick eyes, 
Not Tycho Brahe's more true, 

From far ſpy d ſome bright orbs ariſe, | 
And brought them to our view. 


Sir J—n's clear head and ſenſe profound, 
Blaz'd out in P—— t; 

G——-n, for eloquence renown'd, 
To grace the et you ſent. 


To theſe congenial ſouls you join'd 
Some more, as choice and proper, 
Bright B—tle.! darling of mankind ! 


Good L——k—— and ſage H—r, 


Such virtue and ſuch wiſdom ſhone, 
In ev'ry choſen ſpirit! 

All men at leaſt this truth muſt own, 

Your nice regard to merit ! 


What pray'rs and praiſe to you belong, 
For this bleſt reformation ! 

Thou joy of ev'ry heart and tongue 

Thou ſaviour of the nation ! 


OW le, W le, bluſh for ſhame, 
With all your tools around you! 
Does not each glorious patriot-name, 


Quite dazzle and confound you ? 


{) 
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y only putting them in 3 . 
u had yourſelf kept in. 4 
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From the E-— of B— to AMB1TION. 


Peccat ad extremum ridendas. 


WAY, Ambition, let me reſt ; 
| All party-rage forſake my breaſt, 
And oppoſition ceaſe.  - 
Arm me no more for future ftrife, 
Pity my poor remains of life, 
And give my age its peace. 


Pm not the man you knew before, 
For I am P y now no more, 
My titles hide my name. | 
(Oh how | bluſh to own my caſe!) 


My dignity was my diſgrace, 


And I was tais'd to ſhame. 


C37] 

To thee I facrific'd my youth, -  ' + + - 7 
Gave up my honour, friendſhip, truth, 
My k and c==-nt=y's well. 
For thee I finn'd.againſt my reaſon, + 4/4 bit 
The daily lie, the weekly treaſon, © 8" + 

Proclaim'd my blinded zeal. 


For thee I ruin'd O- d's pow'r, 
Oh! had I well employ'd that hour, 
My reign had known no end: 
But then (Oh fool!) like Brutus, T 
Left able, pow'rful Antony, 
T' avenge his fallen friend. 


He drives me to this abject ſtate, f 
And ſtill he urges on my fate, 
And heaps my meaſure full: 
All O 's wrongs are now repal 
I'm fall'n into the pit I made, 
And roar in my own bull. 


Leave me, and to great Varus go, 
On him reſiſtleſs ſmiles beſtow, 
Inflame his kindled heat; 
Diſplay thy pow'r, thy temptings ſhew, 
Thy glorious height, the ſunny brow, 
Wich all that charm and cheat. 


Varus, 


[ 38 ] 
Varus, on whom, while yet a child, | 
You, goddeſs, favourably ſmil'd, | 

And form'd him for your tool; 

Bid him the path of Greatneſs try, 
Teach him to conquer or to die, 
To ruin, or to rule, 


Here all my views of greatneſs ceaſe, 
I only aſk content and peace, 
Which I will never barter 
For all the gifts that you can ſhow'r ; 
The pride of wealth, the pomp of pow'r, 
Employments, and a garter. 


} 
But at that word what thoughts return] 
Again I feel ambition burn, 
My dreams, my hopes obey ; 
There all my wiſhes crown'd I feel, 
Enjoy the ribband, treas'ry, ſeal, 
Whach vaniſh with the day. 
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A new BALLAD. 


To the Tune of ——Sally in our Alley. 


F all the jobbs that e'er have paſt 
O Our houſe, ſince times of jobbing; 
Sure none was ever like the laſt, 

Ev'n in the days of Robin: 
For he himſelf had bluſh'd for ſhame- 

At this polluted cluſter, 
Of fifteen n--bles of great fame, 
All brib'd by one falſe muſter. 
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Two D—kes on horſeback firſt appear, 

Both tall and of great proweſs ; 
Two little B--r--ns in the rear 

(For they Fe, vou know, the loweſt ;) 

But high and low they all agree | 

To do whatever man dar'd ; 
Thoſe ne'er ſo tall, and thoſe that fall 

A foot below the ſtandard. 


3 


Three regiments one d--ke contents, 
With two more places, you know; 
Since his B—th kn—ghts, his grace delights 
In Tri- a jun in Inc. 
Now B--lt--> comes with beat of drums, 
Tho” fighting be his loathing : 
He much diſlikes both guns and pikes, 
But reliſhes the cloathing. | 


Next doth advence, defying France, 
A peer in wond'rous buſtle ; 

With ſword in hand he ſtout doth ſtand, 
And brags his name is R- ſſ- l: 

He'll beat the French from ev'ry trench, 
And blow them off the water; 

By ſea and land he doth command, 
And looks an errant otter. 


+, 
But of this clan, there's not a mn 
For bravery that can be, * 
(Tho' An r ſhould make a ſtir,7) 
Compard with M—s a | 
His ſword 8 dreſs both well expreſs 
His courage moſt exceedingsʒ 
And by his hair, you'd almoſt ſwear * 
He's valiant Charles of Sweden. 


The next are H — t, Ha —x, 
And F——h, choice commanders ! 
For theſe the nation we muſt tax, 
But ne'er ſend them to Flanders. 
Two corps of men do ftill remain, 
Earl Ch——ly's and earl B—ley's 
The laſt, I hold, not quite ſo bold 
As formerly was Herc'les. 


& 


And now, dear Gr, thou man of pow'r, 
And comprehenſive noddle ; 
Tho? you've the gout, yet as you're ſtout, | 
Why wa'n't you plac'd in ſaddle ? WEE 
Then yon might ride to either fide, 
Chuſe which k—— you'ld ſerve under; 
But, dear dragoon, change not too ſoon, 


For fear of th — blunder. 


1 1 
This faithful band ſball ever ſtand, 
Defend our faith's defender ; 
Shall keep us free from popery, | 


The French, and the pretender, 
Now God bleſs all our m-n--try, 


May they the crown environ, 


To bold in chain W Hnke p—e reign, 
And rule with of iron. 


Imitated from ODE 2 XL Book II. 
of fl — 


From P---l F---y to Ns Fu Eſqʒ 
Studits florentem ignobilis ot? VI RG, 


EVER, dear Faz; torment thy brain 
With idle fears of France or Spain, 
Or any thing that's foreign e 
What can Bavaria do to us? 
What Pruſſia's monarch, or the Ruſs 7 
Or ev'n prince Charles of Lorrain? 


Let us be chearful whilſt we can, 

And lengthen out the ſhort-liv'd ſpan, | = 
Enjoying ev'ry hour. 

The moon itſelf we ſee decay ; 

Beauty's the worſe for ev'ry day, 


And fo's the ſweeteſt flow'r. 
G2 H ow 


[44] 
How oft, dear Faz, have we been told, 
That Paul and Faz are both grown old, 
By young and wanton laſſes! 
Then finet᷑ vr time is now fo ſhort, 
Let us enjoy the only ſporc 
Of toſſing ne. af 


From Whites we'll move expenſive ſcene, 
And ſteal away to Richmond Green 3 
There free from noiſe aad)riot,. 
Polly each morn ſhall fill our tea, 
Spread bread and butter, and then we 


Each night get drank in quiet, — 0 A 


v 
* 


* 


Unleſs perchance earl L——r comes, 

As nciſy as a dozen drums, | Y 
And makes a horrid pother : 1 FF} 

Elſe might we quiet fit and quaff, 


And gently chat and gayly laugh * 
At this, and that, and t' other. [ 2:8 


Br——w ſhall ſettle what's to pay, 3 

Adjuſt accounts by Algebra, 
I'll always order dinner: d 

Pr——w, tho? ſolemn, yet is ly, 

And leers at Poll with roguiſh eye, 
To make the girl a ſinner. 


Powell, 
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Some chickens and a chine of lamb; 
And what elſe———let's Welck ye, 
Br——w muſt have his damn'd bouilli; 
B——h fattens on his fricaſſee 3 
PI have my 2 


' 


When dats comes, 22 drink about, 
(No matter who is in or out) 0 


Till wine or ſleep o' ertake us; 
Each man may nod, or nap, or wink; 


And when it is our turn to drink, 
Our neighbour then ſhall wake us. 


Thus let us live in ſoſt retreat, 

Nor envy nor deſpiſe the great; 
Submit to pay our taxes ; 

With peace or war we'll be content, 


Till eas'd by a good parliament, 
Till S——pe's hand relaxes. 


Never enquire about the Rhine, 
But fill your glaſs and drink your wine, 
Hope things may mend in Flanders. 
The Dutch, we know, are good allies ; 
So are they all with ſubſidies ; 
And we have choice commanders. 


Powell, (dye hear,) let's have the hamm, 


r3 
| # 


Sir Charles, it is inſerted here. 


* 
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its bel 
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He has many a ſage 
And yet no treaſon ſure's in this, 
God ſend them all much wiſer 


certainty of 


This has been attributed to the Earl of Bath, but in the un- 
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Tho? neither you nor I have place, 
Let who will take the pray'r amiſs, 
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dRPHRUS and HECATE, 
A N hn 
Oo WF" 


Inſcribed to the Patroneſs of the Tralian 
Opera. To Lady B—. 


Tantum Odiis, Iraque dabar 
— —illa Sorores 
Nocte wocat genitas 


Met. lib. 44 


HEN Orpheus, as old poets tell, 
Carry'd his muſic down to hell, 
He f1Pd the ſhades with joys ; 
Alecto, and Tiſiphone, 
Megzra, with Brown Hecate, 
Tranſported heard his voice. 


[4] 
Wi And whilſt he led the ſong divine, 
4 The ſpectres all in chorus join; 

7 Such was grim Pluto's will! 
Tantalus quaif'd a flowing bowl, 
Siſyphus ceas'd his ſtone to roll, 
Ixion's wheel ſtood ſtill. 
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His perſon, melody, and lyre k 
Set the infernal queen on fire, 


Who courted him to ftay ; 
But Pluto, to prevent all ftrife, 
Order'd the poet, with his wife, 

Back to the realms of day. 


oyful they ſpeed for upper air; 
hen, to devide the happy pair, 
Hecat*-contriv'd a ſpell : 
Now, now, ſhe cry'd, in rapt'rous tone, 
His harmony is all my own! 
Il make a heav'n in hell! 


v 


For me, and my Tartarean crew, 
Endleſs the wanton ſong renew ! 

O ever touch the lyre! 
But ftill the bard, in heav'nly lays, 
Would fing his king's and maker's praiſe, 
And kindle martial fire. 


Enrag'd, 


Threatning a dreadful fate: 


"Till Phœbus, with the tuneful Nine, 


And lovely Graces, all combine 


To ſhield him from their hate. 


Thus ſav'd from death, he ſhares the doe 


Of men below, and bleſt above, 
The virtuous, brave, and wile ; 


„ 
FEnrag'd, the triple- headed dame 
Howld z in a trice the Furies came, 


While every chaſte, and pious mind, 


To vice averſe, to good inclin'd, 
Muſt Hecat's name deſpiſe. 
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Orator H P——TT. 


S muſing on his bed the Speecher lay, 


Conning harangues for ſome important day; 


Labouring to make the turns harmonious fall, 


And to the taſte attune em of Whitehall: 

A ſudden noiſe, career of fancy ſtops, 

And a pale phiz within the curtains pops. 

The phiz his opening eye no ſooner meets, 

Than quick he dives between th' unſavory ſheets: 
Not Proof againſt the viſage of her grace, 
Don finks; till now, that anembara/#d face. 


The ſpectre thus: No ſooner laid my head, 
<< But all thy patriot ſentiments are fled : 
„And lin my atoning project chous'd, 
«© The lateſt and the beſt I e'er eſpous d. 

8 


W 


1513 | 
« To my truſtees (fince fate forbids to me,) 
« Return, baſe v--l--n! my retaining fee; 
« Bequeath'd to ſave that country thou woud'ſt ſell. 
Refund not ſuch a Judas roars in hell. 


That ſoften'd thief, by ſenſe of guilt dilmay⸗ d, 
„ Threw back the price of him he had betray'd ; 
« But, wretch ! my purſe in thy polluted paws 
Meant to ſupport, thou turn'ſt to cruſh the cauſe; 


«© Tho! loft on thee, yet hear theſe rules I teach: 
© Uſage like this wou'd make the devil preach. 
No weight to words can eloquence impart, 

4 Tho' ne'er ſo clear the head, if foul the heart: 
Men's words, the world will by their actions ſcan . 
The Orator muſt be the Honeſt man. 

No proſtitute the generous boſom arms, 


„The hore peeps thro? the bloom, and 3 | 
* charms. 


« Once with applauſe was hdd thy toning | 
yy tongue, 
And on its motions ſweet perſuaſion hung: 
„But now thoſe lips (and thanks to Sarah's money) 


That in thy country's ſtruggles drop down honey, 
Shall pleaſe no more! (take my prophetick word) 
Nor all their flouriſhes be worth a t—d. 


gut ſee! the morning ſtreaks the eaſtern y: 9 
Now crows the ſcaring cock : from hence I we þ 
And leave thee to the laſh of loſt integrity. 


H 2 THE 


UNEMBARASS'D COUNTENANCE, 
A New BALLAD. 


To the tune of A Cobler there awas, &c. &Cc. - 


— Sume ſuperbiam 
Duc/itam meritis. Hor. 


Behold young Balaam, now a man'of ſpirit, 
Aſeribes his getting to his parts and merit. 
Pore, 


O a certain old chapel well known in the town, 
The inſide quite rotten, the outfide near down, 
A fellow got in who could talk and could prate, 
III tell you his ſtory, and ſing you his fate. 
Derry down, &c · 


At 
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At firſt he ſeem'd modeſt and wonderous wiſe, 

He flatter'd all others in order to riſe: 

Till out of compathon he got a ſmall place, 

Then full on his maſter he turned his a —ſe. 
Derry down, &c. 


He bellow'd and roar'd at the troops of Hanover, 
And ſwore they were raſcals whoever went over : 
That no man was honeſt who gave them a vote, 
And all that were for em ſhou'd hang by the throat. 
Derry down, &c. 


He always affected to make the houſe ring 

*Gainſt Hanover troops and a Hanover k---g : 

He applauded the way to keep Engliſhmen free, 

By digging Hanover guite into the ſea. 
Derry down, &t. 


By flaming ſo loudly he got him a name, 
Tho' many beliey'd it would coſt him a ſhame : 
But nature had given him, ne'er to be haraſs'd, 
An unfecling heart, and a front unembaraſi d. 
| Derry down, &c. 


When 
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When from an old woman, by ſtanding his ground» 
He had got the poſſeſſion of ten thoufand pound, 


He ſaid he car'd not what others might all him, 


He wou'd ſhew himſelf now the true ſon of Sir 


Derry down, &c, 


Poor Harry, whom erſt he had dirtily ſpatter'd, 


He now crouch'd and cring'd to, commended and 
flatterd ; 


Since heed men here were aſham'd of his hes, 
That in Ireland at leaſt he might get him a place. 


Derry down, &c. 


But Harry reſentful firſt bid him be huſh, 

Then proclaim it aloud that he never cou'd bluſh ; 
Recant his invectives, and then in a trice 

Fe wou'd ſhew the beſt title to an Iriſh Vice, 


Derry down, &c. 


Youny Balaam ne'er boggl'd, but turned his coat, 
Determin'd to ſhare in whate'er cou?*.' be got 
Said, I ſcorn all thoſe who cry impudent fellow, 
As my front is of braſs, I'll be painted in yellow. 

| Derry down, &c. 


Since 
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Since yellow's the colour that beſt ſuits his ſace, 
And Balaam aſpires at an eminent place, 
May he ſoon at Cheapfide ſtand fix d by the lege, | 
His front well — all daub'd o'er with eggs. 
Derry down, &c. 


Whilſt Balaam was poor, he was full of renown; 
But now that he's rich, he's the jeſt of the town; 
Then let all men learn by his foul diſgrace, 
That honeſty's better by far than a place. 
Derry dun, Kc. 
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We | SHORT VERSES, 
In Imitation of ong Verſes: 
In an Epiſtle to W -m P—-tt, Eſq; 


Naughty, prughty Jaci-a-dency. Namby Pamby. 
Sic parwis componere magna ſolebam, V1RG. 


INCE one hath writ, 
To thee, O P-tt! 
Whom none can know, 
If friend or foe ; 
Deign to ſmile on, 
Lank Ly-tl-on : 
For tho his lays, 
May ſquint two ways; 5 
They're meant for praiſe, 


Sir Bob to hang, 
Thou didſt harangue, 
While he in joke, 
The cornet broke. | 
But 


1 57 
But Hal now flatter'd, 
Then whipp'd, then ſpattex d, 
With fear full fraught, 
Thy favour bought: 
The Patriot ends, 
And ye are friends, 
Like Cæſar He, 
As Tully was, to Thee. 


- As when much tir'd, 
In roads bemir'd, 
Men ſee by night 
A fairy-light, 
Which they purſue 
With eager view; 
In hope to win 
A friendly inn ; 
But by miſtake, 
In ſome foul lake | 
Surpriz'd they're flung, 
Of mud or dung, ; 
From whence the Meteor ſprung. 
So far'd the crew, 
Who follow'd you : 


Or as a maid, 
On back firſt laid, 


By dire miſhap 
She gains a c—P : 
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Such was your caſe, 
Scarce warm in place, 
Defil'd all o'er, 
An errant whore, 


You chang'd your ſtile, 
Thou turn coat vile. 


What, till refrain 
From long-ſought gain ? 
Still to entice 
A higher price ? 

No, no, my P-tt! 
Once near being bat, 
Did not the band 
Their k—g withſtand ; 
And bring him low, 
As king cou'd go? 

: Tho' France did threat 
The royal ſeat; 
Tho' rebels diie 
Spread ſword and fire; 
Careleſs of all 
That could befal! 
The crown or realm, 
They quit the helm ; 
Cabal, combine, 
Revile, reſign ; 


One, 
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One, one and all, 


From London-Wall, 2 6 | 
To P--m cock-crower of Whitehall. 


Then go, my boy ! 
No more be Coy, 
Go, force your way 
To c—rt for play! 
Nor fear for ſhame 


Should now reclaim; 
Courtier or patriot, thou artſtill the ſame. 


Our col'nels all 
For the loud call, 
By all I mean 
The great fourteen ; ; 
Like thee large-ſoul'd, 
Deſpiſing gold. 
Theſe never ran 
From Preſton's Pan, 
Nor did they yield 
Baſe Falkirk's field; 
Far, far from both, 
To fight full loth, 
They will not go 
To lye in ſnow, 
Till William's blade 
Hath got thy tongue for aid. 
Wo | 0 HiBernia, 
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Induſtrious hive ; 


Hibernia, ſmile ! 
Thrice happy iſle ! 
On thy bleſt ground, 
Twelve thouſand pound, 
For Stan--pe's found ; 
'Three thouſand clear, 
For P-tt, a year, 
So ſhalt thou thrive, 


While theſe and more 
Increaſe thy ftore. 

Thrice envy'd land ! 
Reſery'd to pay Britannia's patriot band 


Sunk in the Weſt, 
As in the Eaſt; 
For all allow 
Thou art ſunk now; 
Yet ſoon, when near 
The royal ear, | 
Thou with ſuch things 
Shalt ſooth our k—gs, 
As gain'd huzzas, 
Of loud applauſe, 
From Syd—am glad, 
And Ca—w mad ; 
Then ſhall for war 
The Dutch declare. 
Then 


[ 61 ] 
Then we the Ruſs 
Shall meet and buſs, 
Then, then ſhall France 
Fall in a trance, 

Then, then ſhall Spain 

Yield to thy ſtrain. 

None, from that hour, 

Shall envy power, 

In high degree 

Of Najeſty, 

When P-tt a miniſter ſhall be, 
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To the Honourable H x F—x, 


on the Marriage of the Du of 
M —R to H—$—y, Eſq; 


LIO, behold this charming day, 
The zephyrs blow, the ſun looks gay, 
The {ky one perſect blue; 
Can you refu'e at fuch a time, 
When F—x and I both beg for rhyme, 
To ſing us ſomething new ? 


'The goddeſs ſmil'd, and thus begun : 
P ve got a pleaſing theme, my ſon, 
Pl! fing the conquer'd P 
I'll fing of that diſdainful fair, 
Who, ſcap'd from Scotch and Engliſh ſnare, 
Is faſt in Iriſh clutches. 


Sun 
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Sunk is her pow'r, her ſway is o'er, 

She'll be no more ador'd, no more 
Shine forth the public care ; 

Oh! what a falling-off 1s here, 

From her whoſe frowns made wiſdom fear, 
Whoſe ſcorn begot deſpair ! 


Wide was th' extent of her commands, 
O'er fertile fields, o' r barren lands 
She ftretch'd her haughty reign: 
The coxcomb, fool, and man of ſenſe, 
Vouth, manhood; age, and impotence 
With pride receiv'd her chain. 


Here L—-c—t-r offer'd brutal love, 

Here gentle C--b-r-y gently ſtrove 
With fighs to fan defire ; 

Here C—h--1 ſnor'd his hours away, 

Here drowſy S--n -pe every day 
Sat out her Gr—'s fire. 


Here conſtant B--t—n too we ſaw 
Kneeling with reverential awe, 
T'adore his high flown choice; 
Where you my F-x, have ſigh'd whole days, 
Forgetting kings and peoples praiſe, 
Deaf to ambition's voice,— 
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[ 64 ] 


What cloaths you made! how fine you dreſl ! 


What Dreſden china for her feaſt! —» 
But I'll no longer teaze you; 

Yet tis a truth you can't deny, 

Tho? lady C--r--1--e is nigh, 
And does not look quite eaſy. 


But careful heaven deſign'd her grace 
For one of the Mileſian race, 
On ftronger parts depending; 
Nature indeed denies them ſenſe, 
But gives them legs and impudence, 
That beats all underſtandings 


| Which toaccompliſh, H--H-y came, 


Op'ning before the noble dame 
His honourable trenches ; 

Nor of rebukes nor frowns afraid, 

He puſh'd his way * knew his trade,) 
And won the place by inches. 


Look down, St. Patrick, with ſucceſs, 
Like H--f--y's all the Iriſh bleſs, 
May they all do as he does; 
And ſtill preſerve their breed the ſame, 
Caſt in his mould, made in his frame, 
To comfort Engliſh widows, 
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Addreſſed to the Author of the Cox 
QuEReED DuchEss. In Anſwer to that 
Celebrated Performance. : 


HAT clamour's here about a dame, 
Who, + for her pleaſure, barters fame 
As if 'twere ſtrange or new, 
That ladies ſhou'd themſelves diſgrace, 
Or one of the Mileſian race 
A widow ſhou'd paving. 


She's better, ſure, then 1 N 
Who, while a Ducheſs, play'd the wh--re, 
As all the world has heard : 

Wiſer than lady H—r—t too, 
Whoſe fooliſh match made ſuch a do, 


And ruin'd her and B--rd. , 
K 
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[ 66] 
Yet ſhe is gay as lady V—ne, 
Who, ſhould the lit her am'rous train, 
Might fairly man a fleet; 
Sprightly as Or—f—d's counteſs, ſhe, 
And as the wanton T—uuvn--/—d free, 
And more than both, diſcreet. 


For ſhe had patience firſt to wed 
Before ſhe took the man to bed ; 
And can you ſay that's bad? 
Like Diomede's, your arrows rove ; 
Like him you wound the Queen of Love, 
And may like him run mad. 


There was, Sir Knight, there was a time, 

If you invok'd your muſe for rhyme, 
That all the world ſtood gazing; 

Vou ſung us then of folks that ſold 

Themſelves and country too for gold, 
Or ſomething as amazing: 


How S—ds, in ſenſe, in perſon queer, 
Jump'd from a patriot to a peer, 

No mortal yet knows why ; 
How P—t—y truck'd the faireſt fame 
For a Right Honourable name 

To call his vixen by. 


[67] 
How C—— roſe, when W-l-p-le fell, 
*T was you, and only you could tell, 
And all the ſcene diſclos'd : | 
How V—ne and R-—ſh—t, B—th—ſt, G--w--r, 
Were curs'd and ſtigmatiz'd with power, 
And rais'd, to be expos d. 


To heights like theſe your muſe ſhould fly, 
To others leave the middle ſky, 

Whoſe wings are weak and flaggy ; 
Leave theſe to ſome young Foppington, 
Who takes your leavings, W-f-g-ton, 

And tunes his odes to Peggy. 


For you, who know the ſex ſo well, 
Muſt own that women moſt excell 
When ruling, or when rul'd. 
While young, they others lead aſtrayz 
When old, they ev'ry call obey, 1 
Still fooling, or befool'd. 
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Scheme upon ſcheme muſt ſtill ſucceed, » | 
They ev'ry coxcomb's tale muſt heed, we ©, 
Until their brains grow muzzy';3 ; 
And then by one falſe ſtep *tis ſeen, ' 
How ſlight the difPrence is between 
T he Ducheſs and the Huſſey. 
& 2 T AR. 
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TAR- WAT E R, 
A BALLAD, 


EL. 


Inſcribed to the Right Honourable 
Pa11e Earl of Cheſterfield. 


INCE good maſter Prior, 
The Tar-water 'fquire, 
Without being counted to blame, 
Vulgar patrons has ſcorn d, 
And his treatiſe adorn'd 
With the luſtre of CxesTERFIELD's name. 


Great Mecænas of arts 
And of all men of parts, 

(Tho? they're not much the growth of this time) 
I hope *twill be meet 1 
To lay at your feet 

The ſame lofty ſubject in rhyme. 
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1691 
Then come, let us fing ! 
Death, a fig for thy ſting !. 
I think we ſhall ſerve thee a tfick ; . 
For the biſhop of Cloyne 
Has at laſt laid a mine, 


That will blow up both Thee and Old Nick. 


Have but faith in his treatiſe, 
Tho' you've ſtone, diabetes, 
Gout, or fever, tar-water's inn 3 
If you're coftive, *twill work ; 
If you purge, *tis a cork ; 
And, if old, it will make you prolifick. 


All ye fair ones, who lie ſick, | 

Leave off doctors and phyſick, 
Tar-water will cure all your ails ; 

Have you rheums or defluctions, * 

Or whims, or obſtructions, 7 
It will ſet right your heads, and your 4 


See, each tall ſlender maid 
Now lifts up her head, 


Like a beautiful fir on the mountain ! 
While ſalubrious flow, 
From a fiſſure below, 


The ſtreams of a turpentine fountain, 
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[ 50 ] 


Each Nymph from afar 
Is ſo ſcented with tar, 
That, unleſs they're permitted to feel, | 
All the devils in hell 
(So alike is the ſmell) 


Can't know a from a cart-wheel. 


Great phyfician of ftate ! 
(Tho? call'd in ſo late 

To a truly well- meant conſultation) 
In this fever of war, 


Like the ſpirit of tar, 
Thy {kill muſt preſerve this poor nation. 


Tho? now quite exhauſted, 
Her vitals all waſted, 
She's as meagre, and weak as a lath; 
Yet we hope, that thy art 
Will recover each part, 


Without the aſſiſtance of B A T H. 
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TO THE 


Honourable PHIL IT Y--KeE, Efq; 


Imitated from HoR Ac, Ode XVI. Book Ih 
OR quiet, Y——ke, the Sailor crys, 
When gath'ring ſtorms obſcure the ſkies, 
The ſtars no more appearing : 

The Candidate for quiet prays, 

Sick of the bumpers and huzzas, 
Of bleſt electioneering. 


Who thinks that from the Sp—k—r's chair 
The ſergeant's mace can keep off care, 
Is wond”rouſly miſtaken. 
Alas! he is not half fo bleſt, 
As thoſe who've liberty and reſt, 
And dine on beans and bacon, 


72 
Why ſhould we then to London run, 
And quit our chearful country ſun, 
For bus'neſs, dirt, and ſmoke ! 
Can we, by changing place and air, 
Ourſelves get rid of, or our care ? 
In troth, *tis all a joke. 


Care climbs proud ſhips of might'eſt force, 
And mounts behind the gen'ral's horſe, 
Outſtrips Huſſars and Pandours : 
Far ſwifter than the flying hind, 
Swifter than clouds before the wind, 
Or C- before th' Highlanders. 


A man, when once he's ſafely choſe, 

Should laugh at all his threat'ning foes, 
Nor think of future evil. 

Each good has its attendant ill; 

A ſeat is no bad thing but ſtill 
Elections are the devil. 


Its gifts, with hand impartial, heaven 
Divides—— To Ozyrorp it was given, 
To die in full-blown glory; 
To B—TH, indeed, a longer life, 
zut tho' he lives—'cis with his wife, 


And ſhun'd by Whig and Tory, 


1 
The Gods to you with bounteous hand, 
Have granted ſeats, and parks and land; 
Brocades and filk you wear z 


With claret and ragoũts you treat; 
Six neighing ſteeds with nimble feet, 
Whirl on your gilded car. 


To me they've given a ſmall retreat, 

Good port, and mutton (beſt of meat) 
With broad-cloth on my ſhoulders ; 

A ſoul that ſcorns a dirty job, 

Loves a good rhyme, and hates a mob; 
I mean that an't freeholders. 
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